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uaintances; not only on the more Important, Religious 

oral and Social Duties, but on Subjects of every other 
ind that uſually intereſt the fair Sex; with various 
brms of, Meſſages by Cards. Embelliſhed with a beau- 
ul repreſentation of the Princeſſes Royal, Elizabeth, and 


jophta 3 likewiſe a view of the Ro YAL FAM ILY on the 
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treat Britain.— 
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The NEW. LYRIC REPOSITORY, A Col- 
(tion of the Choĩceſt and moſt approved Soxes, | how | 
ging at the Theatres Royal; and other Convivial and 


lite Aſſemblies, including u thoſe ta ung i Ide the Cbefeles, | 
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TULLY's RAMBLES &. 


DIALOGUE, 


EHOLD from the Shannon's ſweet banks wy dene 


honey! | 
Little Tully the pleaſing and get Ciceroni ! 
Who talking by word of mouth—faith—as folks ſay, 
Explain'd all the obfticles came in his way : 


*Squire Whimmy's improvements, big, little and mall, 9 


And his Hermit who wasn't no Hermit at all. 


I've got rid of my place—Och ! ! the firſt in the nation, ql 


If it wasn't at laſt, I'd ſo much boderation! ! 


I've been here a week, ſirs, within“ —half a 3 


Seen Dublin pooh! London, and all that is in it; 
Pleas'd to view all around quite behind there. beſore me 


In pooch I'll be lilent—and ſing out my ſtory. 
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hich ſhall like an orator's talfing, explain, 
hat I've ſeen and not ſeen in a muſical firain ; 
Firſt and foremoſt—no ſtop honey—that muſt come laſt; 


I ſpeak of the 3 you know! pal. 
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| 
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| TTY 
BPREAT A 3 I've he faith ! as round as a 
BEES oats ues > 
And fields where there bloſſoms the 471 of a tree, 
View'd the muſes agra, ev'ry one was a flable, 


| nſtead of learn'd ladies, deſcrib'd unto me 3 


| 


Puch coaching and carting it, faith! and ſuch buſtle, | 
Buch beautiful ladies, ſo free and ſo gay— 
Och hone !. but I've oft had a bit of a tuſsle; 
k ow'd with old 12 o'clock lads, and leather'd away. 1 517 


Wich my whack fal de ral, the ſweet charmers I doat on, 
Ln fight, drink and ſing, for the whole of their clan : 

| ly affections are flopp'd—by the powers the whole tote on 

For a general lover,—Och Tully's your man. b 


—— 


DIALOGUE. 


| HE felt walk I took by myſelf —I muff own 

Ad the arm of a friend, whom I never had known ! 
A relation of ſweet Miſtreſs Maggs that old tabby ! !? 
[Who ſhew'd me the beauties of Wellminſter Abbey ; 3 
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In a nice marble ie habited neatly, 
You may view ev'ry vein, (ſo they told me) compleatly f 
They lie *gainft the wall ſo high, nothing can rout em. 9 
But I'll tell you how I Ciceronied about * em. 
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HERE lies—no, by the Powers ! no one lies here at 
all, firs, - © 4 
Becaſe, he can't be under ground, whoſe nob's up gain | 


— 8 


_ «the wall, firs: . PEE. i i 
But here lies old Oxford's counteſs, and a long while may 
ſhe lie here. | 


| Before ſhe tells a lie to 5 body "ith by here. 
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Here alſo lies Wi the God of Med'cine—no-at home 
that ſtrapping jade is, | 
I mean Richard the Second —a counteſs nir—kina 
gentlemen and ladies; 

And in this tomb— I'm puzzled to get out, my aeſedig 
book—I want, ſirs: 

Oh, here lies Humph' ry Freak Whimmy, Eſq —no, the 
ſword of John of Gaunt, irs. 
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F rom my deſcribing book by heart, their priſe . Vl mag 


and chatter, 
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And make you all ſo wiſe, like me, you'll know—juſt, 
nothing of the matter, 5 


3 1 
* Takes out his de ſc ribing Beal: 


* 
— 


eee 


D 
—ä—— — — 


2 


A ; 


Then we went to the Tower there ſo ſtrong and ſo big; 


1 
fy 


| 


But I ſhould tell a damn'd lie, if I'd lie here for either 


AFTER ſeeing this fight, quite alive briſk and hearty, 


We pranc'd to St. Pauls with the devil of a ride, 5 


I was tould too the lions awaking or ſleeping, ping. 


1 1 
Here likewiſe r ! ev'ry one lies here a man can 
mention; 3 | 


place or penſion, 
DIALOGU E. 
Sr. Paurs. 
I went all alone with a very ſnug party; 


But we cou'dn't get in, ſo I faw-the outſide, 


It was rail'd round about, I remark'd that at once, 
With a croſs and black night-cap that cover'd its ſconce, 


A big block in the front, and a fine tall ſtone lady: 


1 me ſhe'd juſt _— it from Weſlminfler Abbey. . IT 

| P. 
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But the centry men lik'd not the cut of my wig; 


They ſwore I a foreigner's features had borrow'd ! 
So you ſee I came back as I cou'dn't get forward! 


Would bark and bite like a lap- dog, to 12 my fine pee- 


MASQUERADE. 


Well at night * mong ſtrange creatures I ade a parade, 
At a kind of a ſhew, call'd a Mag—Maſquerade ; | 


5 e 129 
Where all ſorts of comical capers are plann d,. 1 
And original jokes, honey, all ſecond hand, ſſeen: 1 
With their peepers quite hid, ſuch blind work was there CE 
What 's the matter, ſays I—what can all this fun mean. 9 


A TR. 


THERE were lawyers, and devils, and doctors together, Þ 
Becauſe I am told birds will Hock. of a. feather, _ 
By my ſoul, but I wiſh'd 'em all ſtrung in a tether, 
Such capers and anticks they play'd; 
For dear, dear, what can the matter-be, 77 
Ma'am, ſays I, to a Turk, pray what can the matter be? | if 
O Blood and Oons you ne'er ſuch a clatter ſee, 
As at this grand Maſquerade. ö 


5 K. 

Jews, Jugglers and Gentiles, each other were humming, 

Pipes play'd, dancers ſpruce an their drumſticks were 
drumming:: i | 


Thinks I all's ſo crazy, confuſion's a coming, 


Such comical capers they play'd, 
*T was Dear, dear, what could the matter be? 


' Oh, Blood and Oons, I ne'er ſuch a clatter ſee ;: 
S8o I ſcamper'd off, as if old Nick was after me, 
| And left them, and their grand Maſqu erade, © 
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Next morning I ds to St. James's d'ye ſee, + 
To peep at God bleſs him, the King's Majeſty ; : 
Where virtue I learn't does a Queen's heart 3 | 
And. their. race are united in one ſocial band. 
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My heart, loyal ardour impetuous aſſails, 4 


And I bawl'd out, long life to the ſweet Prince of Wales, 
A ſubject's affection my ſoul did employ— 


| (When my king I don't honor, why let 88 die : 


Then finding my ſtomach an appetite ſcented, 

My friend and my ſelf, ſat us both down contented 2: | 
To eat a good-dinner—as viQuals were ſcarce, 
What we wanted in ſolids, we made up. in ſauce. 


That finiſh'd, we both ſtuck ſo cloſe to the barrel? 
Aurrant whi ſky I mean—that we fell toa quarrel; 


So war was declar'd with a kind of a frown, 


Andby way of peace of ng al knock's him downs 
&4 Ii 


OCH ! friendſhip's a jewel both early and lately, | 
A drop of the creature that warms us compleatly, 


But if it proves falſe—why your Honors and. pleaſe you. 
Jo the Devil. I pitch it with, Corporal Caſey! 

' Oh rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey, 

Rub a dub, row. de-row, Corporal Caſey ! 


With a 3 quickly, falſe friendſhip's made eafy, a 
- Andſoon kicks the bucket like Corporal Caſey. 


| 1. gd | 
guck a ſiveet babe is friendſkip, tis a pity to flarve it, 
While I've a whole thirteen with friendſhip I'll balve tt, 


But. 
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But deceit would mR s ſelf make run crazy. 
Se. to, the Devil I pitch'd it with Corparal rand 
y | Oh rub a dub, Kc. 


So you ſee the next morning, or ſome time before, 


NM y friend riſes, and writes blackguard up gainſt my q i 


| Ty way then I trudg'd i it, without fret or foam 

25 25 Knock'd, and aſk'd his ſweet tit, was her maſter at bil 
No fir, fays the poppet as ſmart as a wren. 

8 3 ſays I, ere I go, why 'T'll call once again. 

thought he might want me (if not making game) 
he left on my door, chalk'd this morning his nan 

Och! I then fnatch'd a kiſs, ſhe compliant did prov 10 
Slapp'd my face, and my cheeks glow'd all over with | jj 


— 


AIR, (Planaty.) i 
YOU may walk, ſail, or gallop,or canter, | 

Or ride down the ſtream along ſhor ey 
If you find e*er a laſs can ſupplant her 3. 
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I'll ne'er ſing her praiſes no more. 
i Her heart as a chicken is tender, i 
Her beauty eclipſes the ſun: | 
To talk on't I'm but a pretender, | ; 
And ending juſt where I begun. j 
Wich my whack fal de ral, &c. W 
Och, ſweet Sheelagh's my own Gramachrees. | 


£8 4- 


So you ſee then I bundled away y to che they — 
| Saw myſelf taken off a few minutes ago ; 
Buy one Johnſtone, who's like me in figure and faſhion, 
So much, that I'm ſure he muſt be a relation. 

|| He told me, och hone, and I'll tell it to you, 
That to ev ry one here, his beſt wiſhes are due, 5 

| Your plaudits obtain'd, his heart rapturous glows, 

| And the 4 ns flame of gratitude tenderly overflows : 


— bd 


| 
* 
A 


ARR AH ſweet is your ſmile, till my ſenſes beguiley | 
18 And without any toil, | 

| Make my heart dance fo cheerily: 

That ſmile to obtain, Oh! I'd ſtrive ev'ry vein, - 
And ſmile back again, ev'ry feature ſet merrily "i ; 
my heart warms too faſt, for my tongue ere to laſt, 
long ſpeeches that paſt. F riends all thanks. now L 
|| - donorye, 

en for words I'll not ſeek, but juſt let my dari ſpeak,. 
t dances delight—is proud. here © to honor yes 
Conviviality, | 

Joy and hilarity, 

In equal parity, 

May you ever taſte 


Grief ne'er ſully, 
Happineſs fully, 
Be yours; ſays poor Tully, 
As long as old Time ſhall laſt. 


INXX. 


n 
W's 


: INSOLVENT: DEBTOR, 


A PATHETIC BALLAD. 
Written by J. C. Croſs. 
| Compoſed and Sung by Mr. Grar. 


Dv of all care was my morning of life; 
Friends and traffic fulfill'd each deſire, 

As true and as good, as ſhe's fair was my wife, 
And my babes liſp'd the joy of their fire. 


II. 
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But Misfortune, dire ſpeftre, my hopes did ape 
And villainy injur'd my fame; 

My credit once great, ev'ry moment grew leſs, 
And friendſhip I found but a name. 


III. 
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A hard- hearted creditor vie wd my diſtreſs, 
His ſoul was ne'er form'd to relieve | 
He plung? ame, alas! in a priſon” $ receſs, 1 


Pepriv'd of all ſenſe but to grieve, 


CE 0+ 
_ MF IV. 
| 


|: o friend took the pains my dark manſion to ſeek, 
| 


My wife dimm'd each eye with a tear, 
My children but why of their woes ſoul I prak— 


It drives me, alas! to b 45 


V. 


Sharp miſery ſtings fortune hovers around, 

| The life ſprings of comſort are dry; ; 

No relief for ſo woe-worn a wretch can be found, 
But to hide his deſpair and to die. 


_ — 
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THE POOR MARINER, 
A IO. 


Written by F. C. Croſs. 


[HE WE whiſtled ill, chill rain down was Dreams 
ing, 

rom a dark cell where Phæbus ne'erdarted a beam in; 
* orn out by great age, preſs'd by hunger and grief, 

| ſad ſon of Neptune crawl'd forth for relief! 

«© Give relief, oh! give relief! 

« Oh, give relief to a poor Mariner! 


a” 


E 

He tremblingly begg'd as the affluent paſs'd him, 

6 The poor mite benevolent charity? d caſt him!“ 

While from his dim eyes, hid by darkneſs thiek veil, 
The big tear guſh'd forth while he told his fad . 


« Give relief, oh! give relief! 


„Oh, give relief to a poor Mariner! 


— 


e When Hawke and Boſcawen rode lords of the ocean, 
% The foes of my king, have felt this arm s motion; 


«© This hand graſp'd a ſword, dealt death to Gaul's Ss ref . 9 
e eie, 
& Tho' now feebly, thus, extended for af ſtance, 
& Give reef, oh! give relief! 


40 Oh, give relief to a poor Mariner! 


0 
© Theſe eyes oft have ſeen the proud foe Gok before me, 
t Have ſparkled with joy at the ſignal of glory; 5 
Have ſeen Britain's flag to conqueſt aſpire. - 
5 ; 1 
% Tho'—now loſt in darkneſs, for want I expire. 1 
| . . . * . 3 
Give relief, oh! give relief! c i 
60 n | | k 1 
Oh, give relief to a poor Mariner ! lik 
6 My life's been expos'd in defence of our laws, | if 


& I've bled at each vein to ſupport freedom's cauſe : 


© The billows of danger have ſtemm'd without dread, | | 
; | 


But faintly I ſtruggle, now, beg for my bread. 


& Give relief, oh! give relief! 


“ Oh, give relief to a poor Mariner! 


2 1 4 5 
Aft me! —he ſaid, the words quivering bung, 


In accents moſt piteous on the veteran's tongue; 


1 
1 + 
: 


When the grim king of terrors his ſuff*rings regarded, 
| And fnatch'd him from hence, to where virtue's rewarded 
| Death gave relief—'twas Death gave relief— 
Death gave relief to the poor Mariner. 


BURLESQUE SONG. 


| | 


WM by Mr. Munpen, in the character of Caffender, 


in Alexander the Little, at the Theatre Royal, 
Covent Garden. | 


WRITTEN BY Je 0. CROSS, 


WHEN war with horrid din, 
Flirts, and flings, and vapours, - 
Death's on the broad grin, _— 
To ſee the blades cut capers 3 - 
So when prophets roar, 
e My bed that I a'n't ſafe in * = 
| I think it all a bore, >=; 
And crack my ſides with kts. > 
| , Pt 
z 3 II. 3 
When tongues in rage declare, 
That red hot war we're waging, 


'\ 


| 
| 
| 
| 
[| 


* 


E 1 
PH fight—but let that paſs, 
The more | box grow bolder, 
My ſecond is my glaſs,, . ' 
| Myſelf the bottle holder. : £4 
| . e Sol bob, Ms. a6. 


_ 


Tho- Alexander Plbäw „C 
Be term'd a fighting fellow, 8 
He never nabs eclat, LES 
»Till boozings made him mellow; 3 
And if with me the prig, | | 
Would fight for crowns and plunder, | 
Him ſucky ſoon I'd fwig, . 
And. make the Don knock under. 4 
Tol lol, Kc. 


CUPID*'s. BOW, - 


A favourite Song, fung by Mrs. Movxrar Ny Tn 
bee and Eurydice. 


WRITTEN BY J. . ROSS. 


Compoſed b * Mr. Reeve. 


FROM dimpled youth to wrinkled age, 
The hero, monarch, and the ſage, 
My rights divine allow— COT: 
And own a throbbing tickling ent 


Which wantons in each mortals heart; 
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The ruſtic ſwain, the village laſs, 
Who trip it lighty o'er the graſs, 
Oft feel they know not how, 
- And fondly gaze, and faintly figh, | 
And ſhamefac'd bluſh, they know not why, 
When Cupid bends the bow. 


III. 


Great Jove whom deities adore, | 
Has often yielded to my pow'r 
And felt his boſom glow: _ 
F'en Pluto vainly 'gainſt me ſtrove, 
He willing owns the pow'r of love, 


When Cupid bends the bow. 


OFT I'D WET THE TOTHER EYE. 
Sung by Mr. Moxpzv, at the Theatre Royal, Covent 
Garden. In the Entertainment of Zelma, or the 
Will o the Wiſp. | 
WRITTEN BY J. c. CROSS, 
Compoſed by Mr. Reeve. 
WHEN a happy fingle fellow, 
Mirth each moment did employs 
Full of frolic, ſportive, mellow, 
ald wet the t other eye, 


Roſey, coſey, | 
Quaſſing, laughing, 
Friends abounding. 
Sorrow drowning 3 . 
That was life, or may I die, 
Rattling, ringing, 
Roaring, finging, 
Gingling glaſſes, 
I Toalling laſſes, 
Oh !- what a jolly dog was | 


| # = 


Foremoſt at all friſk and funning, 
; Ev'ry beauteous tit would ery, 
See he looks ſo fpruce and cunning, 
Devil take his roguiſh eye. 

Boſey, coſey „c. 
TE. 
Now a bride's briſk tittle tattle, 
Added to my comrades jeers, - 
Is the noiſy prittle prattle, | 
Always dinning 1 in my ears. 


Sbealing. ( Now ie no more} Foley, coſey, Ke. 
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D. U E . 

Sung by Mrs. Movxraix and Mr. GR AV, in tie 
Characters of Cupid and Hy men, in Orpheus and 
Enrydice. 

Compoſed by Mr. Reeve. 
riss. 
IN vain ſilly mortals expect true delight, 
Unleſs Hymen and Cupid to bleſs them unite, 
Without the ſoft junction frail couples may rove, 
For the fetters of Hy men ne'er bind without love, 
HxMEN. 


But affection will ſweeten the quick pacing hours, 
And the curv'd path of life be enamell'd with flowers, 
To the altar of happineſs gayly they'll move, 

When Hymen is borne on the pinions of love, 

| Born. 
In vain hilly mortals, &c, 
C 
A PLAGUE ON BOTH YOUR HOUSES. 
An Occafronal Addreſs, Shoken in the Character of Ihe 
Poor Old Woman of Eighty, by Mr. MUNDEN at "Wn 
© Theatre Royal, Covent Garden, 1794. 

| After the Comedy of the School for Wives, and previous. 

to a new Farce, callea the Packet Boat. 

5 | Speaks Ent' ring. | 

BE et fleer ſo— I'm right I' be bound, 


Enters. 


— Mi... mY a. 1 1 


L. Þ 
My bluſhes excuſe—to near fainting I'm burried— "i 


Again I'm your ee Math Oh dear ! how I'm 


flurried, 


Yet leaſt this intruſion. may 8 like appear, 
If you pleaſe, . I'll juſt intimate what brought me here; 
'Tis my birth-day — exactly I'm eighty—no more 3, 
Pray a'n't I a good-looking girl of fourſcore 2 

I hoped recreation might fall in my way, . 

As I wiſh'd to be merry ſo went to the play: | 
New brooms ſweep ſo clean! and new. places ſo pleaſs,. (i 
That to get into Drury. I ventur'd a ſqueeze, = 
The fight.was quite charming! the big and the little, 
The old, young, rich, poor, feggs! it ſuits to a tittle 5; bt 
They?ve alter'd.their plan tho', and much frighten'd. I: 
: found; | | 
To fave us from ſire we were al to be en 1. 4 | 
Nay, to keep its approach from ſpectators more certain, 
A Fire Eſcape's made of a.ſtout Iron Curtain. 7 Þ 
L ſaw while I wept too, my eyes red as ferret's, 
No ghoſt—but abundance of ſtrange colour'd ſpirits, 
And a boat, row'd acroſs ſeem'd as light as a ſly,. 
I didn't think ſcullermen thereabouts ply, — 
If 1 did, and on water went pleaſuring again, 
I'd be row'd up the river all through Drury- lane. 

No wonder, that folks their allurements ſo follow, 
Old Shakeſpeare's within, and without young Apollo 1 


Well before all was over, I bundles below, ö I 
Left the neweſt new houſe, to ſee here a new ho W-. 
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| 1 was told you a ſchool that would 2 Qrange emo 
| tions, | | | ? 
| | To virgins like me, who have conjugal notions 3 
| T hat leſſon I've loſt—and regret—yet I've come, 
| [As a Packet Boat paſſenger—pray have you room ? 
11 wasjſqueez d coming in ſo, by wives, matds, and ſpouſes, 
That pettiſh I cry'd out, a, Plague on both Hou ſes. 
Vet ſtill I admire 'em—to pleaſe they're ſo ready, 
'F ere plain as a quaker, there gay as a lady, 
| So anxious to merit your ſmiles, and ſo civil. 
To oblige you I'm told, they ſometimes raiſe the devil: 
Revive. Doctor Fauſtus, to Switzerland roam 
Thank heaven, I find here I'm always at home. 
Id been poz'd through to ſee em, and give this relation, 
If a youth of a ſoldier had not ta'en compaſſion, 


My charms ſurely | ſtruek dim n my * 
| ES, 

[| Gain'd my heart!-aſk'd my hand—Lord! LI could not 
deny, 
So though hopes oft are war's 150 a loog while I've e tare. 
wed, , 

Afier eighty years. hing foon ſhall get married, 
And if it ſo pleeſe you (a thing not uncommon), 
To laugh at the tale of a ſimple old woman; 

The huſband pray patronize, {mile on the wife, 

| And make this the PT of my life. 
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Well a 


HOW good and how kind of his dear Majeſty, : ' 
In the midſt of his matters 10 weighty, | 
To think of ſo lonely a creature as I, 


A. poor Old Woman of Eighty. 100 
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John Fabio: is as. likely a lad as you'll. fees” 

And he's one, that will never ſay nay to yes.” 

Only chink what a comfort he II. be unto me, 
A poor, Kc. 


III. = 1 


Was the frnants. to come nach me, we" praiſe every 0 
Says I, I have nothing to ſay to ye, (chars, 0 
I can get a young row to-keep my. back warm. j 
Tho' a poor, &c.. 
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Then Was not nn who're . 2 your youth, 
| You ſoon may get lovers to pray to ye, 
Ouly think of my caſe, who have but one tooth, Why 


TR Ke. . EN j | 


4 4 © 5 4 
7 4 
; 1 1 if 
dy £% £ 1 1 


— . 4 * 0 4 6 
5 F 4 

g Y 77 * 

fs 5 : * 1 

my x o 8 * I: = 
N 1 

5 


—— Bran 


— — 

Ry > ” ted 4 

. —˙Ü ³ UT 
nog 


if J 
S O N 8. 


[| | | gung by 1 Mr. Helme at the Royalty 7. "oy and” [ 
4 8 Tyler, at the Theatre, Portfmouth. 


WRITTEN BY 1 ©: CROSS. 


| pip England begirt with the wealth teeming ſeas 

| Whoſe caſtles o'er ocean inceſſantly, float ; 

| [Who ſons Magna. Charta proclaims to be free, 

And whoſe commerce is wing'd to domains moſt remote. 

| Le their Monarch, a race truly brave, | 

To actions of glory their ſpirits attune, wave, 

Wy itneſs Gaul's ſhatter'd hulks on the blood crimſon'd 

| And. Howe's noble deeds on the fam'd Firſt of June. 
II. 


| 


N Pur tars ever ready their.iſle to protect. 

Ius bulwark, its pride, who maintain every right 2. 
Led to glory, on danger diſdain to retlett,. 8 
But cry Britons ſtrike home, and prepare for the fight. 
Jur wide ſpreading canvas was kiſs'd by the gale, 
Which wafted to victory, each Britiſh prow. ;: * 
Plough'd boldly the billows the foe to aſſail, - 
Led. on to the combat by. glory. and Howe. 


III. 


; n each Britiſh boſom true valour i is found; | 

| To his God, to his King, and his . true, 

dur guns hurl'd defhance in thunder around, 

1 Deſperation. near madden'd the enemy 's crew 
| Fierce, 


” 
* 
» 
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11 21 41 
Fierce, fierce, rag'd the battle, brave mariners bled, | 
Gainſt Gaul's vaunting navy we ftruck the vaſt blow 
They yielded, were ſunk, deſtroy'd,, captur'd or fled: 
Succeſs to our navy, long life to brave Howe ! | 
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Introduced in the Entertainment of Mirth's -M eum 3 lf 
or the. Country Club : as Performed at the Lyceum 
n the Strand. 


The whole of the Muſic compoſed by Mr. Reeve, i 
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IN che dun. wud the little an view but ſociety, 
Whim, Laugh, and Charatter never will flag; | 

Each hour as it glides will produce ſuch variety, 

_ You'll-ne*er want an Oddity, Quiz, ora Wag: 

So, faith, we've no cauſe to quote fiction, beguiling, 
For Nature will furniſh each whimſical elf; 

At a Wag or an Oddity ſtill you'll be ſmiling, | 
Nature's bruſh'd up an oddity ſure in myſelf. 
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Then let a ſmile play in each feature, 1 
For, tho' a mere Tale of a Tub, 

You'll find, we hope, ſome oddiſh creature, 
Will Foy at our 1 Clubs 93 
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we = 
de whimſi cal being, whoſe wit's unrelenting, 
Ot thouſand ſtrange ſchemes and expedients can brag, 
Puch as ſquibs tied to wigs, crackers--all that's tormenting! 
A friend's face beſmutted—proclaims him a Wag | 
| [Quite waggiſh you'll find, too, that bluſtering blade is, 


FFF 
. \ * 
* 


| Who wags his ſquar'd elbows to deal waggiſh thumps 
| Dn watchmen, when ſleeping, to guard us, whoſe trade tis: 
| | As to poor lilly me, —I'm a wag in the dumps. ; 
| Then Bets &c. 


Hy On q f CIS N 
10 Then your Oddities! half the odd odd neſs 1 borrow' d, 
Such ſingular Quizzes ! fo ſtrange and ſo queer! 
our pardon— for, faith, if I lock but ſtraight ſorward, 
i Tis odds but I meet with ſome oddities here! 1 | 
Don- t let me offend, tho', by ſuch. obſervations. z % 
| We crave your indulgence, — pray grant us our 1 E 
[Dr you'll leave me, alas! ſhould you quit your warm 
| + Stions, | 1 e of 2 

h 4 ſingular Oddity ſinging alone. 

„en 0 Kc. 
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ſl . THE LAVENDER GIRL. 
1 A BALLAD, - 


| WHEN EER I view the opening ow 
And ruddy ſtreaks bepaint the ſky ; 


1 23 ) 
Primroſes, cowllips, marj'ram, ſweet 
The daiſy, pied, the ſnow- drop, fair; 
And cry 'em through each lane and ſtreet : 
But now my cry's Sweet Lavender :” 


Four bunches a penny, ſweet lavender ! 
Four bunches a penny. . 


My dad and mammy, both, no more? 
By my own labour mult I live; 
But Heaven's manna feeds the poor, 

And orphans oft its aid receive. 
Primroſes, cowllips, marj' ram ſweet; | 
The daiſy, pied, the ſnow-drop, fair; 

I cry through every lane and fireet: 
But now my cry's 5 Sweet Lavender.“ 
: Four, &c. 


III. 


Oft pitying hearts to hear me hie, 
With thanks is ta'en the ſmalleſt aid 3 

And gratitude calls forth a ſigh, | 
From your poor little orphan maid, 

Primroſes, cowllips, marj'ram ſweet, : 

The daiſy, pied, the ſnow-drop, fair; 3 

I cry through every lane and ſtreet: 

But now my cry's “ Sweet Lavender.” | 


Four, & c 
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THE VESTRY DINNER, 


A COMIC BALLAD. 


I} urchwarden I've been, let me ſee !—vyery often, 
Vou know tis a place of much truſt ; 

Ind i its monſtrous fatigues and i its hardſhips to foken, 
We eat, aye, and drink till we burſt; 

e meets, and we talks about how and concarning, 

l [As ſpokeſman I'm always beginner! 

ut never ſo pleas'd as to give out this warning, 

% Next Monday's a Veſtry Dinner.” 

| Ind none but an ill, foul- mouth'd fellow'd abuſe 

| ſaug little ns and e of booze. 

Ul | ; : 11. | 

t jobs, pariſh-meetings, how oft I've attended, 
| And talk'd till Id chatter'd my fill, 

s how things were ſo bad, that they ought to be mended 
| But firſt—we all ſwallow'd our jill; ; 

br why p talk's fatiguing, and. moiſture is wanting. 
| | By all ſpeakers, orelſe 1 m no ſinner} 
Ind to make us more thirſty, to hear all were panting, 
* Next Tueſday's a Veſtry Dinner,” 

And none, &c. 


III. When, 


) 


9 1 


4 : | | : il | 
Ok . . il 

When talking of paupers it fo hurts one's feeling, 
(Indeed I'm not dealing a flam,) 8 = 


So preys on the narvous you'll oft ſee us reeling, _ 

Though nothing we've touch'd but a dram 
But 'ere we have ſettled about the relieving 

Each famiſh*'d and half-ftary'd poor grinner, 


ne roar ant eo on 
: ne ack wt A 
r ct EACH 60 | 
9 : ny ne ———ç—ð —.— — e 
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1 cries in the midſt of our ſorrow and grieving, | 
E N ext We'n ' ſday's a Veſtry Dinner! * | 
And none, Ex : l 

IV. | 

Feaſts on Thurſday, and F riday, and Saturday follow, | 


On bus'neſs tis always we dine! ! 
Well-fed argument, folks ſay, your ſtary'd talk beats. 
hollow, 
When moiſten'd with tongue-oiling wine! 
Then who'd not be warden, who breathes in his ſenſes, | 
Fine picking he'll find'on the bone! 

Ev'ry week day I feaſt upon pariſh expences, 
And on Sunday I faſt at my own- | 
And none but an ill, foul-mouth'd fellow'd refuſe. 

A ſnug ay dinner and plenty of booze. : 


— 


MESSMATES AT SEA. 


A BALLAD, | 
BRAVE Oakum, Mainbrace, 'honeſt Jacky | 
Mat Midſhips, too, was there, | 


— — N ans 


* 


* o 


7 26 1 


The glaſſes jingled, mirth went round, 
We troll'd a merry glee; ; 

And while carouſing on dry ground, 
To our Meſſmates drank at Sea. 


II. 


Sal Spriggins, who was there d'ye mind. 

And ſhe was all my pride! : 

Said, while with tears her eyes were blind, 
And we ſat ſide by fide : 

& Dear Jack, ” ſays the, <5 my heart will break, 
« When you're far off from me. 

& Lord! Sal,” ſays I, © a noggin take, 
To our Meſſmates out at Sea.“ | 


III. 8 


A thouſand other toaſts we gave, 
With mirth our cabins ring! 
5 May a Briton never be a ſlave ! 
© The navy! George our King! 
At lerigth (from toping I ne'er ſhrunk,) 
It ſomehow ſeem'd to me, 


I could fee plaineſt, when blind drunk; 
To my Meſſmates drink at Sea. 


IV, Leve 


{ 


You'll find, from authority, carning of yore gathers, 


7 ] 
. 


Love of our Ille my heart commands, 
For Britain's fame I burn, = 
Where native freedom pipes all hands, 


And ſteps from ſtem to ftern ; 


From death or glory I'll ne'er ſhrink, 
But dauſe life's colours free; 
Yet while at anchor here, I'll drink 
To my Meſſmates out at Sea, 


THE ANTIQUITY OF BULLS 


OR, PADDY'S ORIGIN. 
WHEN talking of Bulls, only mention our forefathers ö 
Fait, and I'll bet the long odds, 


We're in a ſraight line from the gods: 
Fot Jupiter's ſelf, when Europa he courted, 
(Wid love and diſcarnment quite full,) 


Och! before her the form of a he-calf he ſported, 


And, pray, was not that like a Bull ? 


Wid your whach fal de ral, honey, bull- makers love 2 ii 
For, e we are all the deſcendants of Jove. | 


Then wid Læda, ſwcet foul, aye, in full feather be [ 


And upon made a big bird of a beaſt, Sir, 


1 


& 
» 


— | 
The ſwan look'd a goofe to the full, 


1 > 


II. 


t Uke a BN. 


: 
i 
| 


. EX8S 
4 
Nos 
{ 


[ * 3 
; 


hen, again, when Joe Hereulus got, (that "_ elf, 
8 
He Amphitrion told to his ſcull, 
Och! my jewel, I'm nnen you're not your- 
fel, 45 Sir; | 
And, arrah, that ſounds like a Bull ! 
When talking, &c, 


IV. ö 


| 


Wore I know, Ha 8 your glaſfes be filling, 
| To flinch from the joke Paddy ſcorns; | 
| ut, *till to be tied up in wedlock I'm willing, 
| Och ! fait all my Bulls will want horns, 
When talking, Kc. | 


— —k — 5 


INGRATITUDE, 'OR THE CAPTIVE. 
4 PATHEDIC BALLAD. x 


MY tale is ſimple, fraught with woe, : 
Oft interrupted by a tear, - 
Which down my furrow'd cheek will flow; 

Its burthen, friendſhip, infincere, 
A friend, involv'd, required my aid 
fl Can manly feeling be ſubdued ?— 
Il] His bondſinan I—by him betray 'd — 
8 ned, mourn Ingratitude ! 


* 


29 ]- 
„5 


My Anna's fate her looks foretold, 
When cruel bondage bade us part; 
She, now, alas ! is marble cold! 
And rent in twain my aching heart. 
Fortune ouce cheer'd me with her ſmile; 
Now, pent in priſon, griefs intrude; 
I mourn—1 ne'er ſuſpected guile, 


Or poiſon-fraught Ingratitudes 
III. 


My tender infants, ah! forbear 3 
With horror 1s the image fr aught; i 

Deſpair, diſtraction rages there, 
Oblivious pow'rs ! then baniſh thoughts, 

An abject wretch, forgot, forlorn, 
| Who pale Misfortune's ſpectre woo?d,, 
Is ſummon'd to. Death's peaceful bourn, 
The victim of Ingratitule. 


* 2 4 * 


BONNY WULLY.. 
A. $SCOT.CH BALLAn. 
WULLY 1s a bonny lad, 
| Black as a ſloe his roguiſſi een; 
Features make my. heart fu? glad, . 


Sprightly as his winning mein 1 * 


Roſes on his cheeks are blowing, 
Gowden locks adown are flowing, 
Sweet his breath as cattle lowing, 
Voice ſo ſaft to cheer me: | 
Like the bonny bells a ringing, 
He's aw joyful, laughing, ſinging, 
Merry ditties defily dinging, 
When my Wully's near me. 


II. 


Unked am I when alane, DE 
| Moaping a* the live-long day 4 
Yet I think him a' my ane 
Wully fra me ne'er will ſtray. 
Roſes, &c. 


: ELL. 

Had I, ſtead af filver ſma?, 
The riches baith of land and ſea, 
Wully he ſhould: have it 23; 


For Wully he is a' to me, 
Roſes, & c. rot 


** A. — — e 


KNOWING JOE; 


1 on, THE $HEW-FOLK- 
1 was call'd knowing Joe by the boys of our dunn, 

Old dad taught me wiſely to know folk; 

QED ths 


Go thars Jaus ghing came dow N 


1 


1 could chaunt a good ſlave, that 1 3 very well, 
No boy of my age could talk louder! 
Crack a joke, tip the wink, or a droll ſtory tell; 
Of my cleverneſs, too, none were prouder; 
So, thinks I, it's better nor following plough, | 
To try with theſe youths, to queer low folk; 
Their meaſter I met, ſo, I made my beſt bow, 
How do ye do, Sir ? ſays I,. —I'ze a mighty notion | f 
turning actor man — I be main liſſome — boxes a 
wreſtles vary pratty—dances a good jig—and can a f 
—the vary divel! {Spoken Y # 
1 a pleace, and fo join'd with the Shew-F olk. i 
81 II. n 1 
The Wa that 70 got, 1 detarmin'd to keep, 
But, odzookers! they all were fo drolliſn ! 
Kings, coblers, and taylors ! a prince or a ſweep? 'Y f 
And jaaw'd ſo at I, I look'd fooliſh ! if 
Their daggers and ſwords, cod! they handled ſo cute, l; 
And their leadies wers all ſo bewitching ! 1 
When I thought to be droll, I wasalways ſtruck mu 1 
As the bacon rack hangs in our kitchen: lf 
They ax'd me to ſay, how, the coach was at door, 
When were ſeated above and below folk! 
Feggs ! I was ſo ſheamefac'd, I flopp· d on the floor fl 
A kind of a ſort of giddineſs, ſeiz'd me all over !— 
candles daunc'd the hays !—'twere as dimmiſh [| 


Scotch miſt! I dropp'd down dead a as a a ſhot! (Spokd 
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| ney langh'd ſo, and jeer'd me, as never wur r ſeen? ? 
All manner of fancies were playing : 


ne night I was ſent for to wait on a queen, ; 
believes it were Queen Hamlet of Dunkirk ! (Spoken.) 
| (Not thinking the plan they were laying!) 

if |y leady ſhe died on a chair next her ſpouſe, 

| While with pins me behind they were pricking! 


| at once I ſcream'd. out !—lent her grace ſuch a douſe 1. 
1 That alive ſhe was ſoon—aye, and—kicking ! 


ze people all laugh'd at, and hooted poor I, 

| 2 the comical dogs did me ſo joæe! 

nat I made but one ſtep, without bidding good bye, | 

| * rom their ſteage; cod. ! I never ſo much as once look- 
| ed behind me .— tumbled over a barrel of thunder 
IKnock'd down a hail-ſlorm—roll'd over the ſea, . 


| * like lightning rough the infarnal regions. 
0 : | (Spoſen.) 
| And ſo took my leave of the Shew Folk 


| BODDESS OF THE SILVER. STREAM, 
| A BALIIB . 
N EAR where old Thames, in ample tide, | 

So pleaſantly. 1s flowing; - 


|| While wherries. o'er-1ts baſom glide,. 
I And breezes ſoft are blowing: 


E 
A lafs reſides, of beauty rare 7 
The Muſe's fav'rite theme, 
For ſhe excels each ruſtic fatr; 


Sweet Goddeſs of the Silver Stream 


II. 
A boatman 1, by lucky chance 


One morn I row'd her over; 
So, gazing, ſtole a ſide- long glance, 
And gaz'd myſelf her lover! 
My feather'd. oar forgot its play, 
sos ſweet her eyes did beam, 


My boat its burthen wiſh'd to ſtay, 


Sweet Gaddeſs of the Silver CREE ? | 


„ 


Love ſoon gave language to our eyes, 
Like doves we ſoon were billing; 
A ſmile the pleaſing phraſe ſupplies, 
& To wed, dear lad, I'm willing!“ 
1 took the hint, to church we ſped, 
| Our joys were not a dream ! 


A modeſt bluſh her cheeks o erfpread,. 


| Sweet Goddeſs of the Silver Stream! 


| IV, 
And now as blyth as blyth can be, 
Or in our cot ſo cheary, = 
She ſmiling ſits upon my knee, 


» 
Q 
2 
8 
7 
F 
6 
L 
1% 
= 
Ye 
15 
a 
FR 
wu 
1 


_ LEES © S 
—— Le SEEM 


8 
DMA 


1 


. 


. EET ET IST 


* — 


os 0" 
— 


wa * 
—— —— 


. 


764 } 


No lot is ſure ſo bleſt as mine! 


Tho' mortal man I ſeem. 
Love bids me taſte a bliſs divine, | 
Sweet Goddeſs of the Silver Stream! 


—_ cc cc 


THE MARKET LASS, 


| A BALLAD». 

Tho* my dad I muſt own is but poor, 

His cot can each comfort ſupply, 
The vine tendril curls round his door, 
And ftreamlets meander anigh ;. = 
Health reigns and rewards daily toil, 

I riſe at the lark's early ſong, 
And meeting my ſwain at the ſtile, 

To market we trip it along. 


— 


Sweet ſcented as bloſſoms in May, 

Butter. prints my neat baſket o 'erſpread, 
__ Milk-white chickens, cream-cheeſe, I diſplay, 
And I'll vouch ev'ry egg is new laid: 
To partake i in my health-earning toil, 
| My ſwain holds it ne'er can be wrong, 
Bears the weight of my load with a ſmile, 

As to market we trip it along. 


Ul. Arrive. 


＋ 38 J 
III. 


Arriv'd, ſoon I purchaſers vier, 
Sell my ſtock very oft in a trice, 
Reap the produce to induſtry due, 
But ne'er charge above market-price, 
Returning, the way we beguile 
With a tale, or a joke, or a ſong, 
Snatch a warm parting kiſs at the ſtile, 
To our cot then I trip it along. 


mmm 


THE PEDLAR. 


2 — Me 47 $7 OS . 2 — 
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A BALLADe 


MERRY laſſes, draw near, I'm a Pedlar ſo gay, 1 


Juſt popp'd here, to pay you a viſit; y 
Commodities pleaſing and ſmart I diſplay, | 7 


Come out with your money—where is it? | 
What! what! pretty maidens! you all gather round } | 4 
How pleas'd and how ſmirking you are! [ 
But which to admire have your pretty looks found, 
Is it me, merry maids, or my ware ? 
For, look ! I've got ribbons and laces, 
And patches to ſet off your faces; 
You'll all look like ſo many graces, / 1 if 
When deck'd out by me I declare! 


F 35 J 
And then, I've of bugles and beads ſuch a ſhew 3 
Befitting the fineſt fair lady; 
Beſides only look I'm a bit of a beau, 
Now an'tI ? ſo ſpruce in my pladdie 
With my tol de lol lol, &c. 
You all like a merry Scotch laddie. 


"6 


MiAdzookers ! fly ſawney, don't look ſo demure ! 
dl If the heart of your laſs, you'd be flealing, : 
ou muſt purchaſe my goods--what a ſmile--now I'm ſure 
*Tis with me, ſhe would with to be dealing: 
What! what! &c. N 


III. 


* T have trampt it to fairs, for a few years, or ſo, 
| | And the fair round me all in a crack, were ; 
Hh D Lord! I'm ſo follow'd wherever I go! | 
| | I'm oblig'd to ry Laſſes fall back there * 
1 What! what! | &c. 


THE, HUNTSMAN's RHAPSODY, EY 0 
OR, THE DELIGHTS OF THE FIELD» 


} 9 F horſes and hounds, who ſcud ſwift o'er the plain, 
1 | Praiſe has oft wing'd its notes to the ſky; 
while echoing horns have repeated the ſtrain, 

i And jein'd in the Huntſman's full cry: 


4 27 4 


My voice I'll attune then, the chace 2 my ſong, 
For nought can compare to its joys ! 
Ober mountain, thro” valley we ſpank it along, 


Witch tantivy, tantivy, hark forward my boys! 


c 8 | 
, | 


"Tis exerciſe ever gives heatds4 its warm glow, | 
And yields to refreſhment a zeſt, 1 
How ſweetly to friendſhip the bottle will dor, 
When, return'd, plenty welcomes each gueſt. 
My voice, &c. 


| III. : 


Our hounds, truly train'd; are of excelent breed, 
(Brother ſportimen Pam yours while Pve breath, 
Our horſes are ne'er to be equall'd in ſpeed, 
And we always are in at the death 
My voice, &c. | 2 ed 


| IV. | $1 
From the Wader TT old N a that hunter of old, 


Be permitted to view our domain, 


Our horſes, our hounds, and our Huntſmen ſo bold, 
He'd wiſh to paſs life o'er again, 


My voice, &c. 


-K 


„ 
er JOVANEY IS LOVE. 


A BALLAD. 


WHEN I was at 8 as the lark I was gay. 
That warbles ſo wantonly ſweet in the ſpring : 
At the plough, or at thraſhing I'd labour all day, 
Or when driving my team, how I'd whiſtle and fing! 
Spruce Fan was my darling, a neat pretty maid ; 
But ſhe from our village unkindly did rove; | 
S0 finding her gone, and my hopes all betray ' d, 
J be com'd up to Town, and my Journey is Love. 


ES 


E 


Over head I was ſous'd in affection, I vow, 

Nor morn, .noon, or night could a gay moment bring 
At thraſhing, at driving the team or the plough, 

No more the blyth lay could I whiſtle or ſing ; 
For Fan was my darling, a neat pretty maid; 
And ſhe from our village unkindly did rove; 

So finding her gone, and my hopes all betray'd, 
I be com'd up to Town, and my Journey is Love. 
" + 
She was kind to me once, aye, as kind as ſhe's fair; 
In her cars love-lorn ditties I'd frequently ding, 


Which ſhe would admire ; and I vow and declare 


She w was pleas'd with the notes that I'd whiſtle and firg 
Efeggs! 


= = > ot. » 1 

Efeggs! ' then J thought her my own pretty 425 
But away from our village unkindly did rove; 

So finding her gone, and my hopes all betrayed, 


I be com'd up to Town, ane, wy | Wir is L9ves, 


——— — 
BEN BLOCK ; 


OR, TUE SALLOR'S FRIEND» 


A BALLAD« 


] was preſs d, while a rowing ſo happy, 
No matter —'t was nonſenſe to grieve! 


So, to drown care, with grog I got nappy 5 
Vet ſigh' d my ſweet Kitty to leave; 
But what hurt me moſt, were thoſe ninniess, 
On whom I had thought to depend: 
For I wiſh'd to. raiſe Kate a few guineas, 
But found 1 had got ne'er a Friend! 
II. 


When abroad, why, I troubled a ſhipmgte 
A note to my ſweetheart to write; 


Which in doing, he ſomehow, a ſlip made & 


So when I at Batterſea landed, 
(He'd patter'd her ſo to his end, 

I learnt he my frigate commanded, 

And found I had got ne'er a friend! 3 


* 4 


His own tale of love did indite! : © | 


—_ > 4 A. - RS 
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When agai n on the ſalt ſeas.in motion, 
The ill-humour'd inds loudly roar ! 
And friendſhip I found on the ocean 
As ſcant as I left it on ſhore ! | 
We were wreck'd ; but my tale little matters, 
While meſſmates to Davy deſcend, — 
I eſcap'd," but was poor, all in tatters, 
And found I had got ne'er a friend ! 


Yet ſtill to all fear, I was fingers rn 
In battle (where death tips the grin) 
Was expos'd to the heat of each danger, 
Till a muſquet ball ſplintar'd my fin; 
Well away to the Cock-pit I hobble, 
Where ſo many cuſtomers tend, 
That the ſurgeon, to ſave further trouble, 
Lopp'd it off, damme, not like a friend! 


V. 


But now ev'ry comfort's imparted, 
1 find, laid in Greenwich ſnug dock, 
My meſſmates are true, honeft hearted, ' 
Aud each wiſhes well to Ben Block; 


F 
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7＋ 4 1 
The rear of my life glides. on chearly, 


In a calm, here, my moments I'll end: 
I have fought for my King late and 3 
And, bleſs him! ' the s! e friend. 


: 3 = — Uu — — 


TH E KNIFE-GRINDER. 


ENIVES, penknives-to grind, my good maſtes: 
Sweet mifirefſes, ſeiſſars to „ 
See, faſter, and faſter, and faſter, 

Whurr, whurr, ſpins the wheel 3: 
Fitz, fitz, ſparkles the fteel.;. tn” 
And. 1 ſet them to your mind. 


Maids, pretty maids, come to the Grinder, 


Say, who to the girls can be kinder 
Than he, who can grind, and can ſing p 


Your carving, and mincing, and chopping e, brin | 


See faſter, Ce | ö | | „ 
f 3 
| 353 1 
Come, bring carpenters? hatchets, for chipping. 
L ſet taylors' ſhears for nice ſnipping; 
Likewiſe, ſhoemakers' heels, cutlers' knives, 


As.ſharpand as keen as the tongues of their wives. 
See, faſter, &c.. | | 


7 * 


1 

3 : 
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42 J 
| NEVER WILL MARRY. 
| | | . BALLAD, | 14 
ls gay as a lark, and as blyth 3 bag, 
| ee generous, ſprightly, and. young ; 
eeks glowing with pleaſure, eyes ſparkling with glee, 
| And a voice like the nightingale's ſongs 
fond as a ſparrow, as true as a dove. 


5 
5 
: +; 
: 5 
i 


| Muſt be the ſweet ſwain, whoſe vows I'll ne'er parry; 


nvinc'd of his conſtancy, give loye for love, 
But, by gelen till I am——why 1 never will Marry, 
II. 


ve'er with neglett his fond Iaſs ſhould upbraid, 

F by chance for a time we ſhould part; N 5 0 
WH > diſtant, his features would run in my head. 

N und his form ever reign in my heart: | 

g d fancy in dreams fhould-kis abfence ſupply; 

wa, believe me, I mean not much longer to tarry, 
| | joking apart, I've a lad in my eye, | a 

ye, by goles if I han' IG I never will Marry. 


III. 


r the "0g t'other day, as't joyouſly ſhed, 
oung Jemmy trick'd out not amiſs, 
| light as a fawn to o'ertake me his tread. ) 


eie 'd mR hand and entreated a kiſs; 
I frown'd 


1 EE” 
I 8 © periied—and Els love fo tom, | 
That ſomehow I promis'd, a little unwary, 


To church both would trip it the next time we meet: 
_ by goles if we don? hy, I never will Marrys 


— — — 
> "THE COBLER. 


br BALLAD. | 


A pſalm or a frog. ſinging Cobler be I, 
Who cares not a ſnap for the proudeſt ; 
1 jokes in my ſtall with the girls paſhng by, Sit 
And hammers away with the loudeſt: 
My ſole's made of right honeſt, Aab tuff, 
And my upper leathers can't be ſurpals'd ; 
As the very beſt tann'd hide, why my auen * $ ed, 
Firſt of coblers I flick to my laſt. 
161 awl, and ſharp'ning hone, 
War end, ſtrap, pegs, and paring knife; 
Briſlles, thread and lapſtone, 
| The Cobler leads a jolly life, 
Singing loudly all the while to make his work go merry, 
Tol de rol, derry down, and hey down e | 
3 It. 7 
When a bachelor ſpruce, all the giggiſh young tits, 
With their eyes a love ſtory would tell; 
Says I that wo'nt do, girl, that ſhoe never fits; 
Till at laſt I got tack'd to my Nell: 
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1 ſeeing the gemman and his lady ſo perplex d. 232} 
Cry'd, © Don't make a-ftranger of I. 
Wich hammer, &c. 


What thof now and then Doctor Strap give advice, 
Our quarrels are unmix'd with gall ; 


| lA kiſs and a ſmile makes it up in a trice: | 


I'm Nell's, and my Nell is my all. 
With hammer, &c. 


"I." 


| I was ax'd'by a maſter to dine at his ſhop, 


Who'd a deuce of a quarrelſome wife, 


| Who made the houſe ſhake, aye from bottom to . 


A vixen ſhe was 10 the life! 


In her tantrams her ſpouſe ſwore he'd kick hi (he was 


Out of doors if no ſtranger was by; 


Ft MAY LOYALTY FLOURISH FOR EVER. 5 
; {| LET mirth pipe all ſhipmates to join in my ſtave ; - 


*Tis England, Old England's my boaſt, 


Whoſe iſland is fertile, whoſe children are brave, | 


And whoſe wooden. walls watch o'er her coaſt ; 
May envy, or diſcord; ne'er tiver her ſail. 


| - But fortitude ſteer each endeavour ;. 
On ſea-and on ſhore let us unity hail, 
And. Loyalty flouriſh for ever. 


Huzza! 


— 


| vex'd 7 


46: 1 
11. e | 
| To heave off a ditty; a tar, boys, = try, | 
Though out in your muſical tunes : 
Our chorus, three cheers, makes an enemy fly, 
When ſet to the ſound of our guns. \ 
Our ſweet ſerenading's a jolly broadſide, 
To drub Albion's foes our endeavour: 
Death, when fighting for country and king, we deride x — 
May LIE: n for ever. 
Huzza! 


III. 


We harmony prize, love and friendſhip's a charm ; 
And though o'er old Ocean we roam, 
We keep time in action, though never ſo warm, 
Then, zounds! keep in tune, boys, at home, 
Bout thip wheel the grog, to ourſelves let's be true, 
Old Ne eptune will bleſs each endeayour ; 75 
The Royal George loudly be cheer'd by her crew, 


And Loyalty —_ for ever! J. 
Huzza ! 


do . 3 8 5 | | 12 8 | 
THE GALLEY SLAVE. 5 


A BALLAD. „ 
OH, think on my fate! once I Freedom enjoy d, 
Was as happy as happy could be— | 


— — 4 


— — — — hm 


was ta en by the foe—'twas the fiat of fate 
To tear me from her I adore ; „ 


hen thought brings to mind my once happy eſtate, | 
I figh !while I tug at the Oar, : 


Bk, 7 


f lard, hard is my fare !—Oh, how galling my chain! 
ji My life's ſteer'd by Miſery's chart. 
And tho' gainſt my tyrants I ſcorn to complain, 
i | Tears guſh forth tocaſe my full heart: 8 
WIL diſdain e'en to ſhrink tho' I feel the ſharp laſh; 
vet my breaſt bleeds for her 1 adore : | 

[ | hile around me the unfeeling billows will daſh, 

l | I figh !—and flill-tug at the Oar. | 


III, 


nos Fortune deceives!—I had plealure ino. 
[| The port where ſhe dwelt we'd in view, 5 

q; But the wiſh'd nuptial morn was o 'erclouded with- woe, 
| And, dear Anne! I was hurried from you, 5 
Our Shallop was boarded, and I borne away 

WM To behold my dear Anna no more! 
But deſpair waites my ſpirits, my form feels decay 
He ſigh'd and expir'd at the Qar ! 


WON D- 


. 
WOUNDED FRIENDSHIP, 


A PATHETIC BALLAD. 


of feeling won't boaſt I've no more than my ſhare, 
Yet humanity bleeds when a friend is diftreſs'd, 

Who in ſorrow's ſad moment made friendſhip his care, | 
And bade the bright ſunſhine of hope cheer my breaf 

When law's iron hand on by cruelty led, 

In a darkſome abode me diſgracefully penn'd, 

| A ſchool-mate, whom pity inſpir'd, thither ſtray d, 

Gave me freedom, and prov'd himſelf more than a frien 

II. 

RNecollection reveal'd, that in youth's early Hour = | 
My Saviour he'd been ; when with billows at ſtrife 

J was whirl'd down the eddy, and aid did implore, 
He plung'd in, and riſquing his own, ſav'd my life, 

Again, when a rufhan, who conſcience had bray'd, | 
And dar'd *gainft the fat of juſtice offend. 

His weapon to murder had rais'd, =me hefav'd ; - 
And gratitude warm'd my full heart to my friend. 


III. 


But, Pelican like, the fair, generous mind 
Feeds the ſuppliant brood with its own vital fiream 3 
My friend to the wretched had oft prov'd ſo kind, 
Liberality made all his wealth but a dream: 
Haggard 


— <4 
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aggard « tuin approach'd, with' its heart-rending pains, 
O'er the firaw I had quitted bis | form did extend ; 


flew to conſole him b. the means, 


Did but aue, and aft on foul not 2882 to wy. 7 fiend, 


ak 
7 0 


IV. 7 LOA l . L | 


| 901 all tlie bene of Eben d 255 zack | 
The juſt indignation that flaſh'd from his 4 , 
| His boſom was butfting—a tear gave relief „ 
And the ſtab of ingratitude forc'd'a deep ſigh ! 15 

That Misfortune ſuch worth ſhould ſo harſhly- aff] 

| But who *gainſt the will of ſtern fate dare contend ? 

e droop'd—but I'll over his doom draw a veil, 


| F or _y heart ſure will break when 15 think on my friend, 
A | 75 b I * » 2; . 7 8 - q : 


